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Summary: Being a widower is never easy, especially when you have a 4 year old son to take care of and a village to protect. So when Hiccup has nightmares about the death of his mother, Stoick must ignore his own pain to help his son.





	After She Left

Valka Haddock died four years ago.

She was taken by dragons in one of the raids, when a Stormcutter get into her house and almost killed her son. The chief run to protect her and his son, but he was too late. There was nothing he could do but watch how the dragon leaved with his wife on its claws.

Although it have been a few years since the death of Valka, the chief never get over the lost. Her memory still hurt Stoick's heart in a way he never thought possible. His son, Hiccup looked exactly like her, and that didn't exactly help him to forget the pain her death cause him.

Stoick knew Hiccup missed his mother, too. He knew that it probably was really traumatizing for Hiccup to have been present in her mother's death, even if he was just a baby. He knew that Hiccup needed his father more than anything at the moment.

Maybe if he wasn't so depressed and sad in his own pain he could have done something about it.

But a little part of Stoick BLAMED Hiccup for what had happened. He knew that Hiccup was just a baby, not capable of defending himself or doing anything for that matter, but if Valka hadn't gone to save him, she would still be alive.

Stoick knew that it was completely wrong to think something like that about his own son, but every time Hiccup tried a new invention of his, almost destroying the village in the process, he found himself thinking about it more and more frequently.

It was his fault too, and he knew it, but maybe that was the problem. Stoick knew that because of him his wife was gone forever, but Hiccup had no idea. He didn't know that he was in part responsible for the death of his own mother. He would live because his mother had died, and he didn't know.

Hiccup didn't know because he hadn't told him, so actually that was his fault, too. Hiccup was innocent, just like his mother.

They were tons of similarities like that between Valka and Hiccup. Both were creative, kind, intelligent, skinny, with green eyes and brown hair. And because of that Stoick wasn't always for him when his son needed him, well, to be completely honest, he never was for him when Hiccup needed him. There were a lot of things that reminded him of his wife, and Hiccup was one of them, and he always tried to avoid those things, even if he had to stay away from his son. Bury the pain. Keep himself busy.

But sometimes, there were times when that didn't work and he had to face reality. That was one of those nights.

Stoick woke up from the usual nightmare. The Stormcutter capturing his wife, she screaming his name, fading slowly in the distance, he with little Hiccup on his arm, fire all around him, unable to save his wife.

The first months after it happened, Stoick always had this nightmare. Every night, over and over again. Now, fortunately, he only had them every once in a while, still, that didn't make it any less awful. Repeating the moment when the person you love more than anything is being taken away from you.

That's why he was always trying to do things, it didn't matter what, just things to not think in what he had lost. To not think in her. To not think that she would never come back.

Now, he was alone with his thoughts. Nothing to do. Nowhere to bury the pain. Fighting the tears. Don't cry. Don't cry. You are a Viking. Vikings don't cry, we are strong. He repeated himself, but it was useless, the tears were already falling.

"MOMMY!" A voice called from upstairs, his son's voice.

Stoick rose to his feet and ran to Hiccup's room. His son was in the bed, curled into himself, crying and even screaming every once in a while. Stoick had never seen Hiccup so broken before, so desperate.

"Hiccup?" He approached the bed slowly, and used a soft voice he didn't know he possessed. Hiccup kept crying and shouting, always the same word over and over again. Mom.

"Hiccup, please wake up." Stoick insisted. Nothing.

"Hiccup." He said again, using his commanding voice. "Wake up."

Hiccup opened his eyes, he uncurled himself and sat on the bed shivering

"Are you okay, son?"

"Y-yeah, I-I'm fine." Hiccup lied, rather obviously. He was really smart for a 4 year old, he was really creative and a good blacksmith, but a terrible liar.

"Hiccup, I'm your father, you can trust me. Just tell me, I won't be mad." Stoick promised.

"I had a nightmare." Hiccup said.

"And what happened in your nightmare?"

"It- it was awful. Everyone was shouting and screaming and I was scared but I couldn't move. And then a dragon appeared from nowhere and looked at me, and it scratched me on the chin. There were flames everywhere. Then, I heard a woman shout and the dragon stepped away, you came rescuing me, and the dragon left, with the woman." Hiccup started crying again, and Stoick couldn't stop him, he was too busy trying to not cry himself.

"Dad, c-can I ask you s-something?" Hiccup asked between sobs.

"Of course son, anything."

"Y-you remember when I t-told you about a woman taken by a dragon? Well, it isn't the first time I d-dream about her. She has long, brown hair tied in a braid and green eyes. Do you k-know her? D-does she even exist?"

Stoick nodded. "Yes, Hiccup. She's your mother. She was taken by dragons when you were a few months old."

"My mother, really?"

"Yes."

"Well, where is she? When is she coming back home?"

"She isn't, Hiccup, that dragon killed her."

"W-what? My mom is dead? Why?"

"I don't know, Hiccup, I really don't have any idea."

Hiccup started to cry again, Stoick grabbed him in his arms and pull him into a hug. This time Stoick let the tears fall, and cried with his son.

All those times when Stoick thought Hiccup didn't remember about his mother, when he thought that Hiccup didn't appreciate the sacrifice his mother had done for him, when he thought that he was the only one that really cared about her, all those times he was absolutely wrong. While Stoick felt pity for himself and was angry at Hiccup for something he couldn't control, his son suffered alone, without friends or family to help him get through the loss of his mother.

But that was over, it was time for Stoick to be a father, a real one. No more ignoring his son. No more working late without giving Hiccup any attention.

"Son?" Hiccup looked up, his face red from all the crying. "Even though your mother isn't with us anymore, you must know that she loved you. She loved you more than anything in the world, okay? And I love you, too. We both love you so, so, so much."

"Really?"

"Really."

"I love you, too, dad."


End file.
